ate of God, little 
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MOTHER NATURE'S CHILD 


Marcaret Haw ey (age 10 years) 


Oh, what a glorious Spring morning it was! The 
bees were humming and the birds were twittering here and 
there. As I was walking along the road I heard a wee 
voice and I stopped, to listen. What do you think it was? 


Well, I am going to tell you. It was the Pussy- 
Will-Oh! talking to the little tree toad. It said to the 
toad, “Look at me, am I not a beautiful sight? You 
naughty little tree toad; you told me Mother Nature would 
forget to make me bloom this year, but she hasn’t. O, joy! 
O, joy! aren’t you ashamed to talk the way you did to me?” 

The tree toad replied that he was very much ashamed 
and he thought the Pussy-Will-Oh! was the purest and one 
of the sweetest little bushes there were. 

The Pussy-Will-Oh! forgave him and they both grew 
to be fast friends and became two of Mother Nature’s 
happiest children. 

‘Who will bring glad news of Spring? 
Who will make the wide world ring? 
And vet can sing— 

Pussy-Will-Oh! 
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THOUGHTS WITH WINGS 
(Reprinted by Request.) 
Lucy C. KELLERHOUSE 


LICE went to bed with a scowl creased in be- 

} tween her eyebrows, her lips in a pout, and her 
disposition décidedly awry. She tumbled her 
little white figure into bed, slapped the pillow 
and thumped her curly head upon it. The quiet 
old moon looking into the window was surprised 
and grieved; and she spread her silver mantle 
over Alice and whispered, “‘Peace.”’ 

Alice turned and twisted in her bed; then she lay and 
looked at the moon, serene and splendid, until the little scowl! 
and the pout and the passion disappeared. Then Alice slept. 

After a while she felt something tugging at her hair, 
and she opened her eyes and sat up in bed. The moonlight 
made her room bright, so that she could see, fluttering about 
her and pulling a strand of her long, light hair, a little 
winged being. It looked very much like herself in miniature. 
There was the same green dress she had worn the day be- 
fore, the same white apron, the same long curls about the 
shoulders. But the fair little face, how distorted! And 
the back was crooked, and the whole little figure all awry. 

“Stop pulling my hair!” cried Alice. 

“T can’t help it; I must,” replied the little being. 
“You made me. You gave me this bump, this twist, this 
scowl. I am doing your bidding. I am one of your 
Thoughts.” 

“Oh,” said Alice. 

“‘And I also am one of your Thoughts,” said another 
small voice, a very ugly, grating little voice; and a second 
distorted miniature of herself fluttered over Alice’s shoulder 
and sat down on the counterpane. 
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“You thought your little brother was mean today,” 
cried another voice. ‘Here I am. He was so guarded by 
Good Thoughts that I had no power over him. But I have 
come back to you.” 

The third Thought was uglier than the others, and | 
Alice cried and tried to draw back from it. But it ran up 
very close to her and looked at her with its mean little eyes, 
_, it seemed to her that she was growing to look just 
ike it. 

““Ouch!”’ cried Alice suddenly. 

Something had stung her hand—a little sharp, ugly 
Thought. 

“T am an Angry Thought,” it said. “I had my 
revenge today. I made you throw down and break your 
china cup.” 

“And I did the work you sent me to do,” said another 
voice. “I killed your white rose-bud. You wished it would 
die, because it was so slow in blooming.” 

didn’t say so,”” said Alice. 

“No, but you thought it. You thought it very hard. 
You sent me out, and I did the work. The rose is dead.” 

“T wanted to wear it the last day of school,” said 
Alice, beginning to cry. 

““Yes, here I am,” said a doleful voice. ‘“‘I am an Un- 
happy Thought. I always follow the Mean and Angry 
Thoughts.” 

““Yes, here we are,” cried a sad chorus of voices, like 
the wail of the night wind. And a band of Unhappy 
Thoughts flew through the window and perched, a mourn- 
ful row, all along the foot-board of her bed. One had its 
knees tucked up under its chin. Another buried its face in 
its folded arms. A third was all twisted up like a pie-crust 
patty. Alice, through her tears, recognized the various atti- 
tudes she had taken during the day. Then she began to 
laugh; she could not help it. 

Most of the Unhappy Thoughts looked so ridiculous, 
and had so little cause for their dolor. Then she heard an 
echoing laugh, a tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, like a brook; and a 
jolly-looking little Thought bounced so hard upon the foot- 
board of her bed that it knocked off several of the Unhappy 
Thoughts. They lay as they had fallen and did not seem 


to have power to rise. 
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“I feel rather lonesome in this miserable looking 
crowd,” said the Jolly Thought. “But there don’t seem to 
have been any more like me today. You see, like all the 
other Thoughts, I have come back to you. They have been 
creasing up your face; I'll turn up one corner of your mouth. 
It’s all that I can do, because there is only one of me. One 
Thought is not so powerful as two Thoughts.” 

_* “Yes, you wished yourself dead today,” said a pale, 
small Thought. ‘But there was only one of me, and that 
not very strong, so I did not have any effect upon you.”” 

““Why, you didn’t try to make me dead!” exclaimed 
Alice in a horrified voice. 

“Of course I did. Isn’t that what you intended me 
for?’’ replied the Thought in a matter-of-fact way. 

“Mercy, no!” 

“Then I’m not a Sincere Thought. You were just 
wasting your time thinking me. I am an Idle Thought.” 

**And so are we,” cried a chorus of voices, a very 
loud chorus indeed; and there was a sweep, sweep of tiny 
wings, and the air was full of shadowy little beings, who 
flew hither and thither without aim or purpose. Wherever 
she looked, they were, and she was appalled at all her idle 

“thinking. They all wore her green dress and white apron, 
and had her long yellow hair, and when they settled down, 
as the flying dust settles, the room looked like a field that is 
white and gold with a waste of dog-fennel. The night 
breeze blew in and as it stirred their lazy little wings, they 
murmured, ““We are Idle Thoughts. We nearly fil the 
world.” 

“I see there is hardly any room left for me,” said a 
brisk little Thought, stepping over the window-ledge. “‘I 
came alone and have not long to stay. You sent me on an 
errand. You were going to send some more of us, but those 
idle vagabonds interfered.” 

~ Alice clasped her hands and looked at her Thoughts 

—the Idle, the Angry, the Unhappy, the Unkind—and 
sighed. She drooped her head, until she looked like one of 
her Unhappy Thoughts; and a tear rolled down her cheek, 
and fell upon an Idle Thought, and wet and spoiled its 
win: 


“Tm 9 glad I'm not in your place,” said a Vain 


Thought. 
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“Alice,” said a soft little voice. 

Alice looked up and smiled. There was something so 
a in the tone, so like the caress of the wind upon her 
ace. 

“T am a little Love Thought,” said the voice. 

And Alice’s eyes followed the sound; and she saw 
where the moonlight fell upon the climbing ivy at her win- 
dow, a frail small Thought, so frail and small that she 
feared the moonlight might dissolve it. 

It was white and radiant like sparkling snow; and in 
the face Alice saw her own features, ennobled and beautiful, 
and radiating a smile that seemed to fill the room with sun- 
shine, though the Love Thought was so small. 

A joyous look leaped in Alice’s eyes, and she stretched 
out her arms to the Thought. 

““Come to me!”” she cried. 

But the Love Thought shook its head, smiling tenderly 
and sadly. 

Then Alice pleaded; but the shining Thought replied: 
“Nay, I cannot come to you. I am too small and weak. 
There are too many Evil Thoughts between me and you.” 

“But I want you, oh, so much. The others are so 
wicked, so unkind. You are beautiful and good. They 
have all come back to me. Why do not you?” 

““Some day perhaps I may be stronger. Then | will 


’ return to you,” said the Love Thought. 


Then Alice held her peace. The night wind had 
chilled her; but as she sat gazing at the Radiant Thought 
its look seemed to warm her whole being. She sat looking 
at it a long while. Then she smiled sleepily at the Idle 
Thought. The wind stirred their folded wings and they 
murmured drowsily. Were they Thoughts, or fairies, or 
flowers? She did not know. She dropped her head upon 
the pillow, and was soon sound asleep. 

Many, many nights Alice watched for her Thoughts. 
She watched for them, not with the old scowl upon her 
brow, but with a smile upon her lips and a bright look in her 
eyes, for she hoped not to see the host of Idle Thoughts re- 
turn, nor the Evil ones, but better, kinder Thoughts, cheer- 
ful, busy and loving. 

And one night when the old moon had taken her old 
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place at the window, little Alice awoke and found the room 
full of radiance. 

**We are Love Thoughts,” came like a strain of music. 

The room was white with them. 

Then Alice smiled joyously. “You will come to me,” 
she said. 

She held out her hands, and they thronged about her; 
and one, the fairest of them all whispered: “‘Alice, it is I. 
I was too weak to come before. But now I return to you, 
strong and beautiful, and I will abide forever in your heart.” 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


eres radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


ELL, how do you all feel, now that school is 
over? Isn’t it great to roll in the grass and feel 
that there are no lessons to get and no classes to 
attend! This month there were, oh, so many 
Booster letters for WEE Wispom, but we did 
not have room to print all of them. They will 
be printed next month, however. 

You had better all be thinking of the Birth- 
day Number, which will come in August. It will be a 
great, big double WEE WiIspDoM and everything in it will 
be written by the Wees. You will all have to do something 
for this. Write a story, or a poem, make a drawing or send 
a letter. It will be the biggest jubilee that we have had for 
years. 
Start sending in your contributions for the Birthday 
Number right away. _I am expecting something from you 
now. RoyYAL. 
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Kansas City, Mo. 

How do you do, Mr. Royal, and good morning everybody! My! 
I am so out of breath I can hardly talk. Why? Because I had to 
run so hard to get here to the desk before Margaret so that I might 
tell the Boosters all about our picnic Saturday. What? Didn't you 
know anything about it? Well, well, that's too bad; we had such a 
glorious time! You see | always go with the Boosters whenever they 
have a picnic. My name is Brownie and my brother's name is 
Premo, jr. We always take 
the pictures of what the Boost- 
ers are doing, so we always 
know everything that they do. 
They are always having such 
good times. 


First place, we all left the 
Unity Building in three cars: 
Royal's “Ippe,” Rick’s Buick 
and Blanche’s Ford. I believe 
there were thirteen in “Ippe,” 
twelve in Rick’s and ten in 
Blanche’s; you see that makes 
thirty-five. Then we met about 
ten more out at Swope Park; 
that makes about forty-five. 
Nice lot, wasn’t it? We had a 
race on the way. I don’t think 
much of it, as I was in Royal's 
car; and when Rick's car got 
ahead and we tried to keep 
even with them, but they stayed 
ahead. 


After we got out to Swope 

Blanche, Curtis, Royal Park we played games, “three 
deep,” “London Bridge,” (Royal's side won) and something else, I 
don’t rémember. Then we had lunch. I knew we were going to 
have a fine one because I rode out with the orange and the banana, 
and they told me all about it. 

After lunch we played bean bag. I was pretty busy taking 
pictures. I took a dandy one of Blanche and Royal and Curtis. 
Someone wanted to go ride the ponies, so we went over to them, but 
they were eating their supper and wouldn't let us ride, so we visited 
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the zoo instead. After we came back we danced a butterfly dance all 
around a great big butterfly. Then someone said to sit still and out 
of the bushes came a make-believe post-man and gave everyone a post 
card. Margaret's said, “I should worry like a drum and get beat.” I 
grunted and said, “I should worry like a kodak and get snapped.” 
After this we came home. I hope some of the other Booster kodaks 
will write so I can get acquainted. Good morning, with Love, 
Brownie Morris. 
West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I don’t know whether our club is going to 
have a May party or not, because it has rained twice when we have 
planned one, and it has been so cold that none of the flowers but the 
dandelions have blossomed. I suppose we will have our meetings on 
Saturdays after this, because I have begun to drive the cows again, and 
so couldn't get back in time for the club. Of course, I wouldn't want 
to be left out. I expect to have three more cows to drive this summer, 
and that will make five in all, and it will keep me hustling mornings 
to get back by school time. But then, I am so glad for the chance to 
earn that much more money toward my clothes, for its pretty hard on 
mother to buy clothes for Virginia and me all these years, when | was 
too small to earn anything. I was thirteen years old in April and 
‘mother gave me a book, “The Little Hunchback, Zia.” It’s a story 
of a little boy who was healed by Jesus. Perhaps we will read it at 
the club sometime: I had other presents besides the book. One of 
them was a bat, that I had been wishing for a long time. I hope it 
won't rain when other Boosters plan to have their parties, and that 
everybody will have a splendid time. Goodby, 
I. H. S. Cus, Ernest Balizell, Sec. 
New York, N. Y. 
Dear Wees—I am a little boy nine years old. My cousin is one 
year old and he is very sweet, and I have two other cousins and their 
names are Hazel and George Smith. Hazel is ten years young, and 
George is two years young. I live in New York and I like it very 
much. I am adopted by a very good aunt and uncle. I have just got 
over the measles, but I was praying all the time and I soon got well. 
I take Wee Wispom and | like the stories in it very much. Hoping 
that God will keep you from all pain and fear and keep you good. 
Harvey Robinson. 
P. S.—Harvey wants to join the Boosters too, but forgot to say 
it—His Auni. 
We are glad to have Harvey join us, and we know he 


will make a good, live Booster. 
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Brooksville, Ky. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am writing a letter to you Wisdom folks, 
just to see how you are getting along, but I know that you are all right. 
I think your Wee Wispom is the nicest thing this year. We are 
having very bad weather today, but sister and I are not thinking about 
that. We are keeping ourselves happy as we can. Lots of love to all. 
George Keene. 


Pinckneyville, Ill. 
Our Dear Friends—1 wish to thank you 
for May Wee Wispom, and tell you how much 
I enjoyed it. I love the letters from the 
Boosters. How I would have enjoyed being one 
of Royal's Maying party. I'm sure the crowd 
that rode in “Ippe” had a good time. This pic- 
ture is me, taken one evening in 1916 when I 
came home from school. We are going to move 
to Missouri before long. Mamma says maybe 
we will go through Kansas City, and visit you 
between trains. Wee Wispom and “Little 
Folks” are my favorite magazines. Just as soon 
as we get moved I shall certainly pay WEE 
Wispom's traveling expense to my new home, 
' and I want a Wisdom statuette, if there is one 
left then. I would love to belong to a club, and 
Ernestine Hilsabeck. wear a Booster pin. With much love, 
Ernestine Hilsabeck. 


We shall hope for a visit from you, Ernestine. 
‘ Viola, Iowa. 


Dear Friends—This is a letter I want you to put in WEE Wispom. 
I have read Wee Wispom for a long time and like it real well. I 
am twelve years old. I have a baby brother. His name is Richard 
Henry Dawson. I go to school. I like to read the Booster letters. 


Yours with love, Opal Dawson. 


Henryetta, Okla. 

Dear Royal—I'm writing in behalf of the new club. I organized 
a club of twenty members. Will send you names of all who have 
paid money for pins. The other names will come in later. We 
organized Wednesday, April 18th, and new members have been coming 
in ever since. They want me to write this letter as they haven't yet 
gotten accustomed to their club duties. I never saw such a change as it 
has made in these youngsters. They have quit throwing rocks at birds, 
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and are beginning to build bird-houses. Everyone is seeing how many 
bad habits he can get rid of, and all are succeeding fine. The name 
of our club is “Henryetta Sunshine Booster Club,” and all are trying 
to see how many good deeds they can do, and so wild for their club. 
They have planned a May Day picnic, and we have many good things 
in view. Inclosed is money order of two dollars and fifty-five cents 
for pins. I am very proud of this club, for they are all trying to do 
their best, and are learning the Truth easy. Mrs. Effa Coppage. 

Here are the names of the members of Henryetta Sunshine 
Booster Club: Earl Tatum, Lewellyn Davis, Hensel Conway, Joe 
Lewis, Edna Dallasta, Margaret Coppage, Ledru Peeples, John Davis, 
Dimple Steele, Clytie Lewis, Jeanie Stenhouse, David Hanna, Norman 
Conway, Windom Davis, Noble Steele, Jake Dallasta, Dickie 
Stenhouse. 


Here’s three cheers, and a hearty welcome to the 
Henryetta Sunshine Boosters! You're making the right 
kind of a start. Keep right on, and you'll make Oklahoma 
a land of sunshine and gladness. You may consider your- 
selves very fortunate Boosters in finding such a lovely friend 
to start you right to work. 

Kineo, Maine. 
Dear Wee Wispom—l! was very much pleased to see in WEE 
Wispom that you are going to publish my story, and it encouraged me 
to send this little poem which I have written. When I signed my name 
in writing you, I must have struck a wrong key, for it appeaerd in WEE 
Wispom as “Celesta,”” when it is really “Celeste.” 1 want to tell you 
other Boosters about a dream I had a short time ago. I thought | 
was frightened; I said to him, “Jesus saves me from harm,” over and 
over. He trembled with fear, and every time I said it he grew smaller 
and smaller, until he disappeared. Mother says God sent me that 
dream to show me how trouble would disappear at Christ’s name. 

With love to all the Boosters, I am, yours in Truth, Celeste Turner. 


Celeste’s letter and poem are both correctly and beauti- 
fully typewritten and her poem shows all the appreciation of 
a real poetical nature. 

Dallas, Texas. 
Dear Wee Wispom—The Golden Key Booster Club is very glad 
te note ‘in your Easter number that another Booster Club is in 
Dallas. We want to meet them, but can’t find Rose McGimsey’s name 
in our telephone directory. As I am chairman of our telephone com- 
mittee, I'm going to ask the secretary or some member of the G. R. 
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O. W. Booster Club of Dallas, to phone C2075, (S. W.). We 
Golden Key Boosters want to meet this G. R. O. W. Club. Yours for 
earnestness, Milton R. Stallings, Jr. 


Ermelo, Transvaal, S. Africa. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am sending 
you these photos of myself. My father is 
ill and I would like very much to know 
what I must do to get him better. I am 
trying my very best to be a Unity person. 
I go to school and I am in Study III. I 
love reading Wee Wispom. With much 

love, Emil Pienaar. 


This is the healing prayer which 
all our Wisdoms use to boost 
Health: 

““God is my health, I can’t be sick; 
God is my strength, unfailing quick; 
— God is my All, I know no fear, 

Emil Pienaar. Since God and Love and Truth are 


Here.” 


We will all join you in saying it for your dear father. 


Salem, Ore. 
Dear Wee WispbomM—You have visited me more than two years 
and | have written once to you. We are having lovely weather out here. 
My birthday was the fourth of May. I was twelve years young. I 
received a May basket with many beautiful flowers in it. Lovingly, 
Opal Ridinger. 


Rowley, Mass. 
Dear Wee WispomM—I herewith enclose one dollar and five cents, 
for seven pins, from the treasury of the club. We hope to get our pins 
as soon as we can, for they are all anxious to see what they look like. 
We are going to make badges out of black velvet with yellow em- 
broidery on them. Our club initials are, S. L. W. (Seven Little 
Workers). Lovingly, Miss Edna C. Peabody. 


Ottsville, Pa. 
Dear Wee Wispom—! am fourteen years old. 1 am a deaf girl. 
I am learning to talk and my teacher says I talk well. I can under- 
stand other people by the movement of their lips. I am on the farm 
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with Miss Burd. My school is called “Burd School.” We have ten 
cows, seven calves, six horses whose names are Nelly, Jenny, Harry, 
Dan, Kate and Ida, and many pigs, chicks, seven cats, and one dog 
whose name is Jack. The country is very bright when the sun comes. 
Our house is up on the hill. We can see pretty views from our house 
for there are many hills. I was very glad to get a book of WEE 
Wispom. I like it very much. My schoolmates like it very much. I 
am sending you a story of “Dignity and Impudence.” I hope you will 
have many subscribers. Your loving little friend, | Dorothy Reed. 

Thank you, Dorothy, for your picture story. Some 
day when we have more room, we'll use it. 


Greeley, Colo. 

‘Dear Wee Wispom—Little Jamsie, the little fellow whom you 
helped, has written you a letter, which | am sending with mine. His 
mother wrote me that she thanks God daily for Jamsie’s wonderful im- 
provement, and says he stays in school all day now and is a scout. He 
marches all around town with the patrol and does not seem to mind his 
lameness at all, and was the proudest one of the little scouts in the 
march. Faithfully yours, Mrs. Margaret Halsted. 

Jamsie’s letter. 

Dear Wee Wispom—I like my chums, “Roger” and “Bo.” 
Their real names are Roger Clayton and Gerald Burrows. My mother 
took me down town yesterday, and had my shoes mended. My great- 
est friend is “Tom,” and he has a yellow and white dog, a collie cur. 
His dog is called “Bulgie Teddy Boxer Daniels.” My dog is a collie 
cur, too, and is called “Moses Macfarlane.” My father named him 
““Moses” because he found him in a box of palms.and geraniums, when 
he was a little puppy, and we never knew his mother, or where he 
came from. His nickname is “Snooper,” because he’s always snooping 
around for bones. I have a nice time at home. I'm going to send my 
Aunt Maggie some candy. The little prayer, “God is my help in 
every need,” has made me strong and well. Yours truly, 

James Macfarlane. 


Washington, D. C. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI started a Booster Club Tuesday, April 
25th. At the beginning I had six members. By May we had ten 
more. We have fine times and are growing fast. Let us know just 
what twelve Booster pins will cost. We keep our eyes wide open 
trying to see something good we can do for someone. We are Boosters 
for the Good. In my next report I will send the pictures of our Club. 

Yours truly, A. H. Ford, Pres. 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS © 


Lesson 11, JUNE 10. 
JESUS CRUCIFIED.—John 19:16-22; 25:30. 
Gotpen Text—Christ died for our sins—I Cor. 15:3. 


When the procession started for Golgotha, where Jesus was to 
be crucified, the Jews made Jesus carry his cross. 

You know all these stories are symbols of something which hap- 
pens inside of every one of us. If we study them carefully we will 
come to better understand our own thoughts and impulses and their 
effect on our bodies. 

Haven't you heard folks say. “Well, 1 guess we all have our 
cross to bear?” By crosses they mean troubles, and they usually be- 
lieve that the cross is sent by God, and that it is their part to bear it 
with patience. 

As a matter of fact many of us do have a cross to bear, but it 
is not put upon us by God, who is all good. The untrue thoughts we 
have been allowing in our minds are the Jews who have put the cross 
upon us. Perhaps we have let thoughts of lack enter our minds. 
Then we will find ourselves in our outer lives bearing the cross of 
poverty, which the lack thoughts have built and put upon us. If we 
right about face and declare that we do not believe in lack, but know 
that all that the Father has is ours, the cross will disappear into the 
nothing where it belongs. That is the true way to deal with crosses. 

Sometimes, however, folks hold so many untrue thoughts, and by 
believing in them, give them so much power, that their bodies are 
verily crucified by their own thoughts. Of course, I do not mean that 
they are actually nailed to a cross of wood, but they are racked by all 
sorts of pain and disease, because they have given power to unrealities 
' by believing in them. This is all unnecessary if we keep our minds 
filled with true, good thoughts. Sometimes, however, people are driven 
by the pain which their false thoughts have caused, to seek the Christ 
within. Then they become whole and free. That is the resurrection, 
of which we will read in the next lesson. 


Lesson 12, JUNE 17. 
THE RISEN LORD -—John 20:2-16. 


Gotpen Text—But now is Christ risen from the dead, and be- 
come the firstfruits of them that slept—I Cor 15:20. 
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Now Mary Magdalene loved Jesus very much. She had been 
unhappy and her life had been like a house which has been shut up 
for a long time. It was all dark and musty with never a ray of light 
nor a breath of fresh air. Then Jesus came and taught her the truth— 
that she was a child of God. It was like letting in the air and sunshine 
and it was no wonder Mary loved him. 

When Jesus was crucified, Mary grieved, and early the next 
morning she went to the tomb where he was laid. When she came 
to the sepulchre she found the stone rolled away. If Mary had been 
possessed of as much faith as she had love she would have rejoiced. 
As it was, she thought someone had stolen the body of her Lord, and 
she was grief-stricken. But Mary's sorrow was quickly turned to joy 
when the voice of her Lord spoke from behind her and said “Mary.” 
Then when she saw that Jesus had really risen, she believed, and 
cried: “Rabboni,” which means “Master.” 

Jesus arose from the tomb, not only to show Mary and his dis- 
ciples and friends that God is Life and there is no death, but to show 
us as well. The resurrection is not only a wonderful thing which 
happened years ago, but it is happening today. Whenever we realize 
that there is a Spirit in us, which is all-powerful and can lead us into 
the true way of life, then Christ is risen in us. When we know that 
God is good and God is all, then the stone is rolled away from the 
tomb of ignorance, the light of truth flows in and we are free. This 
resurrection is going on. in some of us all the time. We may all be 
resurrected. If we wish to find the risen Christ in us we must get still 
and shut out all outside sounds and sights. We must listen to the 
voice in the center of our being and obey it. We must think only 
God thoughts or good thoughts. If we do this we will give the Christ 
within a chance to rise and lead us into all life and health and joy. 
Jesus said, “I am the resurrection and the Life.” Through the J Am, 
which is the Christ Spirit within each of us, we can come into life 
more abundant. 


Lesson 13, JUNE 24. 
REVIEW. 
THE PURPOSE OF JOHN'S GOSPEL. 
GotpeEN Text—But these are written that ye might believe that 
Jesus is the Christ, the son of God, and that believing ye might have 
life through his name.—John 20:31. 


There are four lessons in this quarter which we might call, / Am 


lessons. The text of the first lesson is “J Am the Light of the World.” 
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It shows the power of the J Am to bring the light of truth into the 
world and dispel all ignorance. 

The text of the second lesson is, “Jesus said unto her, J Am the 
resurrection and the Life.’’ Through the / Am withinewe can express 
life more full and abundant—life eternal. 

The golden text of lesson three contains these words, “J Am the 
good Shepherd.” Not only is the Christ Spirit all knowledge and 
wisdom and life, but all loving tenderness as well, for the good 
Shepherd is loving and tender with his flock. 

Then we skip to lesson seven. The text is this:. “J Am the 
Vine, ye are the branches.” The vine is everything to the branch. 
Without the vine the branch would wither and die. As the branch is 
to the vine, so are we to the / Am. It is the source of all that we are 
—all life, all love, all joy, and all wisdom. If the J Am is the source 
of all that is good or desirable, then it would be wise for us to go to 
the center of our being, and learn to listen to the voice of this / Am, 
or Christ Spirit, and obey it. 

Each of the other lessons of the quatter have seed thoughts which, 
if we plant them in the garden of our minds, will bear rich fruit of 
joy and gladness. From each lesson choose a thought which seems 
to you to best express the central truth of that lesson. 


Lesson 1, Juty 1. 
ISAIAH’S CALL TO HEROIC SERVICE.—Isaiah 6. 


Gotpen Text—Also I heard the voice of the Lord saying, 
Whom shall I send; and who will go for us? Then said I, Here am 
I, send me.—lIsaiah 6:8. _ 


The vision which came to Isaiah must have been very wonderful. 
He saw the Lord in a high place with the seraphim above him crying, 
“Holy, holy, holy, is the Lord of Hosts, and the whole earth is full 
of his glory.” 

It seems to me that Isaiah must have been in the secret place of 
‘the Most High where the J Am reigns supreme. This:holy place was 
in the center of Isaiah’s being. It is in the center of your being as well. 
It is the place where, if you are very still, you can hear the voice of the 
Spirit. 

Now Isaiah must have closed his eyes and ears to all outer things 
for he heard the Lord say, “Whom shall we send, who will go for 
us?" Then Isaiah answered, “Here am I, send me.” The Lord told 
Isaiah that he should teach the truth, even though people would not be- 
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lieve. He was to go in the name of the Lord and preach the truth, 
even though they would not listen. 

The call which came to Isaiah is coming to each of us if we are 
quiet enough to hear it. Within each of us in the secret place of the 
Most High, the Christ Spirit is saying, “Who will proclaim the 
Truth?” Then if we want our bodies to express the perfection of 
God, we should say, “Here am I, send me.” Then, every day we 
should get still and shut out all outside things. We should go within 
ourselves and preach the Truth to our people. Our thoughts are our 
people. The Truth that we should preach is, that only the Good is 
real. Of course, if there are any thoughts in our minds which are not 
good, they will not want to listen. They will not want to believe what 
we are telling them, because if it is true, then they are unreal. In 
other words, they are nothing and have no power. It isn’t any wonder 
they don’t want to listen, is it? For some time, perhaps years, we have 
given these thoughts power by believing in them and allowing them a 
place in our minds. They will fight to keep their place and power, of 
course. We may have to talk the Truth to some of them for quite a 
time, in a determined way. We should deny that there is any power 
in them, and declare the presence ‘of good and only good in our minds 
and bodies. If we are faithful and keep declaring the Truth in spite 
of the false thoughts, we will be rewarded. Gradually we will discover 
that the old, untrue thoughts have been converted into true ones, and 
our lives will be filled with joy and love and plenty. Let us preach 
the Truth to all the thoughts in our minds, every day and every hour. 
Then all our thoughts will be good ones and all our days harmonious. 


THE SUNNY BUSH 


Mary BrewerTon ve Witt 


There was a man in our town, and he was wondrous wise, 

He jumped into a happy bush and shined up both his eyes, 

And when he found his eyes were bright and he could see 
glad ways, 

He jumped and danced with all his might and gave forth 


songs of praise. 


**Ah, yr a said he, “the time is ripe to think of better 
ings, 
Of whether children all are good, and if our boys have 


wings. - 
And so into another bush he jumped with all his might, 
“Ah, now,” said he “I know the world is full of light.” 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 
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CURTIS’ EXPERIENCE IN JUST SITTIN’ STILL 


It was one of those days when I just 
slipped on my bathrobe over my pajamas 
and sat on mother’s lap. I didn’t want 
to play with James, nor eat, nor anything 
but just sit there with mother. She sang 
some of our songs (I didn’t even want to 
sing), but mostly we just sat and looked 
out of the window at the sky and the 
trees, and listened to the birds singin’. 
There’s lots and lots of birds around our 

house, an’ they just sing and sing. 

I just lay there restin’ until along in the afternoon, 
when all of a sudden I heard a bird sing sort of different. 
It seemed like he was singin’ to me. Of course, there 
weren't any really words, but I felt so good, and my eyes 
felt as if they wanted to open again. Everything looked so 
pretty outside that I wanted to put on my clothes and go out 
and play with James. Mother said I could and so I did. 

But the funniest thing about it was that some of the 
neighbors thought I was sick because they had seen me sitting 
on mother’s lap with my bathrobe on. I wondered too, a 
little at first, why I didn’t want to get dressed right away, 
and go out to play like I usually do. But when that bird 
began to sing, I knew. It seemed like he was tryin’ to tell 
me how good I felt and didn’t know it. 

If I had gone out an’ played I never would have heard 
that bird. I make lots of noise when I play. Sometimes 
mother has to call a few times before I hear, but most always 
I hear her better’n anything, “cause she calls sort of loud. 
That bird was singin’ kind of low. If I hadn’t been restin’ 
and still, I would have missed it and then I never would 
have known how good I really felt. | 

Funny those folks thought I was sick, wasn’t it? 
Some folks have queer notions. Now I think a day of rest 
once in a while is a good thing. 
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GOD’S WORK 
Ceeste TurNER (10 years) 


In every patch of azure sky, - 
In every bit of sod, - 
In every mountain, lake or tree, 


I see the hand of God. 


And every flower, great or small 
And every thing that grows, 

I know are His creations all, 
From thistle unto rose. 


And we are God’s creations, too, 
And each one is His child; 

He guides us all our whole lives through, 
Although earth’s storms are wild. 


He guides us on our heavenward way, 
Through darkness and through light, 
Until we reach Eternal Day, 
And find His sunshine bright! 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 
store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 

Yours in Love and Truth. 

WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
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» Love, Jo 
Are mine sie. 


And then when night | 
Puts me to sleep, 
Still, happy tho'ts 
In mind I keep. 
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